
arin's laundry he asked, eagerly, "Well, did
you meet a child?"

"I did," replied the butterfly, calmly.
"It was a pretty, golden-haire- d girl, but
now 'tis a grunting I'ik!" .

"Good! Good! Good!" cried the man-
darin, dancing joyfully about the room.
"You shall have molasses for your sup-
per, and you must chanpe two
children into pigs."

The butterfly did not reply, but ate the
molasses in silence. Having no soul it
had no conscience, and having no con-
science it was able to lie to the mandarin
with great readiness and a certain amount
of enjoyment.

The next morning, by the mandarin's
command, the butterfly dippeil its feet in
the mixture ami flew away in search of
children.

When it came to the edge of the town
it noticed a pig in a sty, and alighting
upon the rail of the sty it looked down
at the creature and thought;

"If I could change a child into a pig
by touching it with the magic compound,
what could 1 change a pig into, I

Heing curious t determine this line
point in sorcery the butterfly fluttered down
and touched its front feet to the pig's
nose. Instantly the annual disappeared.
and in its place was a shock-heade- dirty- -
looking boy, which sprang irom the ty
i'lid ran down the mad uttering loud
whoops.

"That's funny," said the butterfly to itself.
"The mandarin would be very angry with
me if he knew of this, for I have liberated
one more m" the creatures that bother
him."

It fluttered along after the boy, who
paused to throw stones at a cat. Hut
pussy escaped by running up a tree, where
thick branches protected her from the
toiie. Then the boy discovered a ncwl

planted garden and trampled upon the beds
until the seeds were scattered far and wide
and the garden was ruimd. Next he caught
up a switch and struck with it a young calf
that stond quietly granng in a field. The
poor creature ran away, with piteous bleats,
and the boy laughed and followed alter it.
striking the frightened animal again and
again.

"Really," thought the butterfly. "I do
not wonder the mandarin hates children,
if they are all so cruel and wicked as this
one."

The calf haing esc.iptd him, the !

came back to the road, where he met t"
little girls on their way to school. Une
of them had a red apple in her hand, and
the boy snatched it away and began eating
it. The little girl commenced to cry, but
her companion, more brave and sttmh.
cried out:

"You ought to be ashamed of oursel
j on nasty bo !"

At this the boy reached out and slapped
her pretty face, whereupon she alo began
to fob.

Although possessed of neither soul imr
conscience, the butterfly had a very tender
heart, and now decided it could endure
this boy no longer.

"li 1 permitted him to exist," it reflected,
"I should never forgive myseli, for the
monster would do nothing but evil from
morning till night."

So it flew directly into his face and
touched his forehead with its stick front
feet.

The next instant the boy disappeared,
but a grunting pig ran swiftly up the road
in the direction of its sty.

The butterfly gave a igh of relief.
"This time 1 have indeed used the man-

darin's magic upon a child," it whispered,
as it floated lazily upon the light breeze;
"but since the child was originally a pig
I do not think I have any cause to re-

proach myself. The little girls were sweet
and gentle, and I would not injure them
to save my life, but were all boys like this
transformed pig, 1 should not hesitate to
carry out the mandarin's orders."

Then it flew into a rose-bus- h, where it
remained comfortably until evening. At
sundown it returned to its master.

"Have you changed two of them into
pigs?" he asked at once.

"I have," replied the butterfly. "One was
a pretty black-eye- d baby, and the other a
freckle-face- d, barefooted

"Good! Good! Good!" screamed the
mandarin, in an ecstasy of delight. "Those
are the ones who torment me the most!
Change every newsboy you meet into a

Pig!"
(Continued mi imtc IS.)
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GIRLS WHO HAVE
BECOME FAMOUS.

Marcella Sembrich.
GOOD many years ago a poor

little Polish girl, with big, dark
eyes, cold and
weary, was passing along a
street where a big poster,

covered with bright, red letters, announced
the tact that Adelina Patti, the greatest
soprano of her time, would sing that night
anil the next night at the opera house of
the town. Poor little Marcella Kokhans-k- y

stopped and carefully spelled out the
letters, and was then and there devoured
with a great desire, to hear Patti sing,
for she loved music with all he? soul.

Somehow or other she must hear this great
singer. Going home, she gathered up all
her savings, a mere dollar, earned by hard
work hammering an old piano in a dance-hal- l,

where she played nightly for dancing-partie- s

a dollar that had been saved to
buy shoes.

The next day, in company with a surg-
ing, lighting crowd, she climbed the nar-
row stairs to the gallery of the opera
house, panting, but happy. Huddled up
in a corner seat tor two hours she sat en-

tranced. When she came out of the hot,
close theatre, with the beautiful voice of
Patti ringing in her ears, she determined
that she. too, would some day become a
singer, and that she, too, would stand on
a platform and sing to others the songs
that welled up in her heart.

To-da- y Mine. Patti has retired from the
operatic stage, and this once poor little
girl, who went without food and shoes
to bear her sing, is everywhere acclaimed
as one of the greatest women singers of
the day, for she is now called Marcella
Sembrich, and gets $J,(ino a night.

Marcella was the daughter of a poor
Polih gentleman, and was born in Gali-ci- a,

Poland. Her father was a profes-
sional musician, and, early recognizing
talent in his daughter, began to teach her
the piano when she was only four years
old.

She was allowed no playtime. When
she wasn't practising her piano or her vio-
lin she was set to work by her father copy-
ing music, for they were so poor that they
could not buy, any.

At the time when things looked the
darkest for the little Marcella an aged
Polish gentleman heard her play at some
musicale and became so interested in her
genius and ability that he secured for her
.,dtuissi.iii to the conservatory at Leopel.
She was here placed under charge of a
young piano teacher, Wilhelin Stengel,
who drilled her for four years.

When sht. was about siteen years of
age she was sent by Herr Stengel to
Vienna to study with Julius F.ppstein. a
famous teacher. Coming in one day and
accidentally hearing her singing, he sent
for her, and said that he had recognized
the beautiful voice she owned, and advised
her to give up for a time the study of vio-
lin and piano and take up instead vocal
work.

Marcella made her first public appear-
ance in Italian opera singing in "I Puri-tani- ,"

and from there went to Germany
and studied German opera under Richard
Levy. She had now taken the name of
her mother, Sembrich, and was known on
the stage as Marcella Sembrich.

Soon after this she went to London, and
was so successful there that she immedi-
ately became world-famou- s, and was en-

gaged by Gran to sing in America.
Duo night when she was singing in Ilos-to- n

at a benefit performance given for
Henry Abbott, a noted actor, and had been
recalled time after time, she came for-
ward, carrying her violin, and, stepping
out, played exquisitely some of the tilings
she had studied as a little girl, with her
father. The appK.use was tremendous,
for never before had so wonderful a prima
donna played a violin so beautifully in
public.

She afterward said that on this night,
above all others, did she realize that the
ambitions of the little ragged girl of so
long ago had become true, and that, as she
sat and listened to Patti so many years
ago, so now did people listen to her.

Madame Sembrich has a lovely home in
Dresden, Germany, where she lives with
her husband, Wilhclm Stengel, the young
man who first taught her the- - piano, and
there is nothing Mr. Stengel likes to talk
of so much as the little, black-eye- d girl
who came to him for lessons, and whom
he soon grew to love.


